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NF Candidates enough—Pomfret ! no more 

_'/ Shalt thou the ſweets of Liberty explore; 
No more expect the gen'rous and the good, 
Jo ſtem the tide, or ſtop the raging flood 
Of curs'd Venality's o'erbearing pow'r, 
That cropp'd the bud, the bloſſom, and the flow' r 
Of Liberty's delightful ſpreading tree, 
As ne'er again to rear its head in thee. 
They've laid the axe cloſe to the very root, 
Grubb'd up the ſmalleſt fibres that might ſhoot, 
That ſhould in time another ſtem produce, 
That would revenge its parents' groſs abuſe. 
Thou Guardian Genius of the Britiſh iſle ! 
That, not long ſince, upon our hopes did'ſt ſmile ; 
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That ſeem'd to ſay, Here will I fix my ſeat, 
In Pomfret, J ſhall find a ſafe retreat; 
There, free from moleſtation, I ſhall dwell, 
And ev'ry future oppoſition quell. 
But, (oh ! deluded hopes—abhorred change) 
Far, far from hence, is Freedom forc'd to range; 
Too ſtrong corruption, pull'd the fabrick down, 
And drove her mourning from her fav'rite town; 
Her fav'rite town muſt bear the heavy croſs, 
Till future Candidates retrieve her loſs. 
Enough of Pomfret—wherefore ſhould I dwell, 
Too long upon her grievances—and tell 
To unbelieving ſtrangers her fad tale, 
When all that I can fay will naught avail? 1 
Rather be ſilent, and at length forbear, 1 
Nor tire the reader's patience or his ear; 
But change, at once, to brighter ſcenes my theme, 
| Relate her beauties, and her high eſteem. 
If fituation hath a pow'r to pleaſe ? 
If air ſalubrious can give us eaſe ? 
If ſpacious ſtreets, and handſome houſes join'd, 
Can ſatisfaction raiſe within the mind? 
If noble ruins, mould' ring faſt with ruſt, 
Where antient monarchs mingl'd with the duſt 
If gardens all around can pleaſe the eyes, 
Embelliſh'd o'er with Fira's painted dies? 
If peace and plenty, which doth here abide, 
(All party, pique, and prejudice aſide) 
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If charms, like theſe, are worthy of my ſong, 


Come here ye grave, ye gay, ye old, and young? 

Come here and-view the ſubje& of my theme, 

Confeſs that Pomfret's worthy your eſteem. 
Enough of Shams —all noiſe about them ceaſe, 

Be conſcience willing let them ſleep in peace. 

Be conſcience willing, let no after-thought, 

Perplex their boſoms with a ſingle doubt, 

Whether or no, they've done or wrong or right, 

But all be bury'd in the ſhades of night. 

Be conſcience willing—let them (all elate) 

Their triumphs over Freedom celebrate 

Be drunk for joy, beyond the midnight hour, 

Till ſleep their drowſy eyelids doth o'erpow'r. 

Be conſcience willing—let their hearts be hard, 

Nor to the voice of reaſon pay regard; 

Deſpiſe reflections caſt by honeſt men, 

And boldly ſwear they'd do it o'er again 
Were it again to do—thro' thick and thin 
Wou'd ruſh, (if W—h command) for ale and gin; 

For ale and gin would ſet the town on fire, 

A mother raviſh—and would ſtab their e. 

For ale and gin wou'd cauſe a brother bleed, 

And ſell, like negro flaves, their infant breed. 

For ale and gin wou'd (were it in their pow'r) 

Their country ſell, to guzzle for an hour. 

Forgetting friendſhip, cut each other's throats, 

And ten times over proſtitue their votes. 
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"Twas int'reſt led them; hirelings were they all, 


Not one amongſt them had a free-will call. 
Some of their hearts and tongues did not agree, 
Their arts were forc'd, and from neceſſity ; 
Their baſe connexions fill'd their ſouls with fear, 
Not one amongſt them was a volunteer. 

Enough of Nabobs— W -h and 8 y too, 
They've done no more than other men wou'd do. 
What other men again wou'd do, I fear, 


Were all elections like elections here; 


A burgeſs now (times are ſo greatly chang'd). 


Is from his privileges quite eſtrang'd, 
An empty name, and names can never move, 


For guineas, now, the beſt electors prove. 

Why, put the caſe, I buy, or houſe, or land, 
By bargain fair—as bargains now do ſtand ; 
Agreement ſettled, and the purchaſe made, 

The writings drawn and ſign'd, the money paid; 
Who is there, then, my title dares diſpute, 


Or dares, at law, gainſt me commence a ſuit ? 
None but a madman.—This I will allow, 


What you have fairly bought belongs to you. 
But there's a clauſe, by which my perſon's free, 
You bought my houſe and land, but bought not me. 


There, there's the rub 5 tis there you've done the 


wrong, 
Your title's good, my clauſe is much more rods; ; 


In 
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In all the ſtately arrogance of pride. 
They mention honour frequent in diſcourſe, 


They'll pledge their honour for a broken plate. 
Nor country neither, tho' they prate about it, 


They ſwell like bladders, fil d with empty breath, 
They frown like demi- gods, on all beneath; 

They talk like 7ongue-/lift magpies, without ſenſe, 
And boaſt of anceſtors, without pretence; 

| Attempt to reaſon without pow'r to think, 
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In ſpite of all the purchaſes you've made, 
My 6irth-right, Freedom, you ſhall ne'er invade : 
No; tho' my body be confin'd in gaol, 
Againſt my mind you never ſhall prevail. 
Enough of Up/tarts—let them all enjoy 
Their ſunſhine riſing, and no clouds annoy 
Their ſhort exiſtence, while they dwell on earth, 
But paſs their days, like boys and fools, in mirth. . 
Wiſh, envy in the poor, to ſee them ride, 


Yet know no more of honour than a horſe : 

Pon honour this, pon honour that and tother, 
And with poor honour make a mighty pother. 
With this fine word, they're grown ſo free of late, 


Honour's a dream, of fools and knaves the ſport, 
Much talk'd of, and but little known at court ; 


They're grown ſo proud they can't converſe with- 
out it. 


And end their argument and life, in ſtink. 
B Enough | 
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Enough of Judas—ſince at length he's gone, 
In dark obliv'on bury what he's done. Fo 
If it be poſſible, that deeds fo black, f 
Can be forgot, when he hath turn'd his back. | 
Forget the wretch—forget his very name, 
Let him, in diſtant realms, go hide his ſhame; = 
Loet him, from Pt, take a ſolemn dance, 11 
1 


With M—y F—:, to villain-ſcreening France - 
There let him ſoon forget his native home, mo 
And ſeck forgiveneſs from the Church of Rome. 1 
But tho' the Church of Rome may pardon grant, 7 
Or {ell indulgences to ſuch as want, 9 Mol 
Vain is her pow'r to wipe off his diſgrace, x 
Like Cain, he's curs'd, the mark's upon his face. 
Enough of Pig. hy let them grunt and ſnore, | 
And loudly rap—the knocker at the door ; | ; 

Pull at the cord, and grunt again, and ſqueak, 

And cauſe the hinges of the door to crea': ; 
The door of him, born near the grange of frogs, 
In foine-cote bred, amongſt his father's hogs : 
Of Patagonian ſize, of heart not big, 1 
Since he could tremble at a ſqueaking pig: | ; 
An harmleſs big, that in the gloom of night, 1 

Diſturb'd his reſt, and did his ſoul affright. | 
And well it might, for conſcience is ſo keen, ö 7 
'Tis felt in ev'ry ſhape, tho ſeldom ſeen; | 
With conſcience arm'd, the lighteſt thing on earth, | 
Will, in the ſtouteſt heart, give terror brith; 
A rate, 
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A flraw, a leaf, a fly upon the wall, 
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Will daunt the very proudeſt of them all. 
If ſuch offences aught can palliate, 


And juſt reſentment ſtrive to mitigate ; 


If thou a pardon wiſhes to obtain, 

From wallowing in the mire waſh thee clean; 
Strip off thy ſable gown, ſolemnly ſwear, | 
Thou never more will act as P--j--t's M--y--r : 
Repent, ſo high a truſt thou didſt abuſe, 


| That, and thy ign'rance, may thy fault excuſe; ; 


Return (like Judas thy ill-gotten peltf, 


Or (like him) take a rope, and hang thyſelf. 
Enough o'th' P:g—with fwime-cote on his back, 


Alas! it's been the ruin of poor Fack. 

Not him alone, for ine before him fell, 
Much older men than me this truth can tell. 
Amongſt the reſt, who may their ruin date, 
My mother's father met the ſelf-ſame fate; 
Careful he was, and very ſober too, 

But, ſpite of all his care, it would not do; 
Llectioncerings long uncounted ſcores, 


Turn'd him adrift to roam on diſtant ſhores. 


From ſuperſtition I'm entirely free, 
And ſupernatural things diſturb not me; 


Vet ſure gainſt them ſome latent cauſe muſt ſtrive, 


Since out of ten poſſeſſors none could thrive. 
Febu—be warn'd by me, drive not too faſt, 


Good ſpeed's the leſs, when there is too much haſte. 
„ Be 
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Be gentle, nor too freely uſe thy whip, 
Thy axle-tree may break, thy horſes trip ; 
Hold well thy reins, neither too tight nor ſlack, 


For fear the fwime-cote break thy fat pig's back. 


Enough of Shallow-pates—who looks muſt ſee, 
They're plentiful, like leaves upon a tree : 
In ev'ry town, of ev'ry rank and ſtation, 


Their numbers now have over-ſtock'd the nation. 


Like other men, in form they do appear, 

But rap their ſconces, all 1s empty there. 

In other parts, Dame Nature took ſome pains, 
But ſpoil'd her handy-work, forgetting brains. 
They fain would paſs for men of ſenſe and ſpirit, 


Like owls look grave, but owls have greater merit. 


Surly, moroſe, attempting to ſeem wile, 

But men of real ſenſe ſuch arts deſpiſe. 

All buſy bodies, to ill actions prone, 

For fools and knaves are miſchief-makers known. 
Int'reſt with them, bove other paſſions riſe, | 
Make them regardleſs of all ſocial ties. 

But what are ſocial ties to men ſans brains, 
Whoſe pleaſure's ten per cent. and trading gains ; 
In over-reaching, counting o'er their droſs, 

In debts and credit, profit, and in loſs; 

In correſpondence, and diſcounting bills, 

In mending ftump-worn pens, and ſcraping quills ? 
From ſuch tune-ſerving empty ſha/low-pates, 


And all their deeds, deliver me, ye Fates 


Enough 


b 


Riſe higher ſtill, and catch a Brſhoprich. 
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Enough of Weathercocks—they're uſeful things, 
To tell which way the 407724 doth ſpread his wings; 
From North to South; again from Eaſt to Weſt, 
They move alternately, and never reſt ; 
To ev'ry point o'th* compaſs turn with eaſe, 
As Boreas or the gentle zephyrs pleaſe. 


Or if they're ſteady fix'd ſome little time, 
The winds, or int'reſt, with their fancies chime. 


Both have the pow'r to move their fickle heads, 
But there's one fort that naught but int'reſt leads; 
And that can turn and twiſt them any way, 


And Friends, and Freedom, cauſe them to betray ; ; 


A new-built houſe, a garden, or a cle, 


Will lead them to the Devil by the noſe. 


Enough of /- Bullie.—cloath'd in green, 
They're neither pleaſing when they're heard or ſeen; 
A pox upon them, for a pack of k- 


To come nine miles to help to make us 5 ; 


But ſome came farther, fo I'll let it paſs, : 

No /on's ſkin can hide the long-ear'd fs. 
Enough of Turncoats—let them letters write, 

To give advice, and gain preferment by't. 


Be made a Vicar, or be made a Dean, 


Tho' now, like ſkeletons, they're poor and lean. 
Or, like Bray's Vicar, whoſoever's king, 

Change with the times, and keep within the ring. 
And by well managing the Turncoat trick, 


Leave 
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Leave pedant teaching, and the toil of /choo/s, 

To ſmaller ſcholars and to ſmaller fools. 
Enough of Poachers— let him range the park, 

From morn to noon, from noon till it be dark; 

Search ev'ry tree and ev'ry buſh for game, 


Till horſes founder, and till dogs grow lame. 


Or if ſucceſs reward him for his toil, 
Fill game-bags, and game-baſkets, with the 18 


If that were all, if that were but the worſt, 


Why let him hoot and Hunt until he burſt. 
But here's the rub, the Har ve- gut niggard elf, 


Will ſuffer none to poach beſides himſelf; 
Becauſe he hath a deputation got, 


No other man muſt fire a ſingle ſhot, 
To take a partriage, or to kill an hare, 
No other muſt attempt to interfere. 


But tell me, Epicure, game-loving glutton, 


Are hares to be preferr'd to wholeſome mutton ? 


Are judcocks, woodcocks, are wild-ducks and teal, 


To be compar'd to a good joint of veal? _ 
Can larks and fieldfares, partridges and Jmpes, 

Be ſet in competiton with fat tripes ? 

Can quails and plover, ſhot in ſivamps and brakes, 
Be valu'd like a pound of good beef-teaks ? 

Go aſk thy ſervants, they'll the truth declare, 


They're ſtall'd, they'reglutted with thy poaching fare. 


Enough of Agents—they're become well known, 


By other people's buſ'neſs—not their own. 


Sudden 


A COTH 1 5 

Sudden their riſe, and from as ſudden gains, 

And all is got without much taking pains. 

At firſt they rubb'd down hor/es, wrote for hire, 

And ſeldom warm'd their fingers at a fire; 

At leaping wagers they would borrow ſhoes, 

Becauſe their own ſcarce cover'd half their toes. 

For ſome of them N—g—e and T—b— gap'd, 

And Vg - deeply mourn'd becauſe they ſcap'd; 

And P =, too, may curſe the fatal year, 

When they againſt her Freedom did appear. 
Another's Mother us'd to fry beef-/teaks, 

And carry'd grift to th' mill and made oat-cates. 

Himſelf obſcure, unnotic'd had remain'd, 

And to the deſk had been for ever chain'd; ; 

Wh ſet him free, brought him to publick view, | 

A ſecond Shylech, ſuch as Shakeſpeare drew; 

His genius try'd, his talents did unfold, 

In dirtieſt work when the reward was gold. 

Witneſs (not long ago) thou midnight hour, 

The time when ſleep ſhould mortal eyes o crpow” r, 

He, for the paltry wager of a crown, 

Stripp'd himſelf na#'d to run from town to toren. 

Agents love money, tis a tempting bait, 

Some agencies are like a good eſtate; ; 

C—]—ts an inſtance, and ſome more beſide, 
Still, as they richer grow, they grow in pride. 
Some pride in birth—but that's a noble pride, 

And yet to virtue tis not near ally'd. 
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May juſtly boaſt ſuperiority ? 
And yet inferiors ſuffer to appear, 


When he and ſhe ſubſcrib'd, and be forbid ? 

ö And for what fault? the fault is in their Ration, » 
| They're folks in trade, and out o'th' Corporation. 
And corporation is a word ſo great, 

Wich ſuch ſuperior dignity replete, 

| | Great men, great minds, great wigs, and Front black 
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Some pride in honour, purchas'd by a ſcar, 

In fierce Bellona's bloody field of war. 

Some in perſuaſive elocution pride, 

And ſome in beauty and a yirtuous bride. 

Some pride in muſic's faſcinating ſounds, 

But knaves and fools in forty thouſand pounds. 
And ſhall ſuch men as thoſe (with front of ove / 

Preſume to ſet themſelves ſo much above 

Their equals—who, perhaps, in ſome degree, 


At their grand balls and belly-luffing cheer, 
Let ſweet Mi, Nancies hobble round the rooms, 
And ſuch like coxcombs ſcented with perfumes ; 


And ſhall my friend J. H- p- nl be chid, 


F TOWNS, as 
Great mouths, great ſtomachs, and by Jove great hc 
Comma; | 5 | | he 

| On! d--niuch pride, yet wherefore ſhou'd I curie, 18 
TS Tho' this is bad, they've done a great deal worſe ; 1 ; 
A great deal worſe than this they've done before, ear 
And Tm afraid they'll do a great deal more. 97 


Oh! 
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Oh! curſed Pride! but pride will have a fall, 
| to by tells me—and that's all in all ; 
As /cripture tells me, TI] believe it true, 
n ſpite of Nabob, Pagan, Turk or Few. 
| Enough of V—n —but that I muſt gainſay, 
For I could write about him night and day. 
: friend to Britain, and to Britain's laws, 
A friend to Freedom, and to Freedom's cauſe ; 
A friend to P:, and to P—f—?'s weal, 
Bear witneſs, M—k—n, I to thee appeal ; 
Tho' thou oppos'd him, yet thou muſt be juſt, 
And own him worthy of the people's truſt. 
Was he not happy in his native home, 
here proſpects brighten and diſpel all gloom ? 
as he not happy in his native ſhades, 
here Went meanders thro' the flow'ry meads ? 
as he not happy in domeſtic peace, 
Vhere each attendant labour'd for his eaſe ? 

as he not happy as his manor's lord, 

ho cheer'd his tenants at his welcome board ? 
as he not bleſt with noble worthy friends, 

ho then eſteem'd him for no ſeſſiſb ends ? 

he not happy in a beauteous bride, 

Lis people s glory, and his nanſion's pride? 

Vas he not happy in a people's voice, 

dar witneſs Pt, for he was thy choice ? 
ear witneſs W—h, bear witneſs M—k—n too, 

our affections he'd the ſtart of you. 
oe Wa: In 
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In our affections he was held moſt dear, 
His name and principles we did revere. 
But, now! (O change ſevere) becauſe ſucceſs, 
His bold endeavours did not chance to bleſs ; 
Muſt he be ſlighted—muſt. he be forgot, 

And mult oblivion be the patriot's lot; 
The patriot's lot—as if he'd done amiſs, 
Muſt all his gen'rous actions end in this? 
Forbid it Gratitude—forbid it Love, 
Forbid it, ye eternal pow'rs above. 

No! ſhould'ſt thou be forgot by all the reſt, 
One grateful heart {till keeps thee for its gueſt; 
One grateful heart ſhall keep thee ſtill within, 
"Tis Dunny's, true to Liberty and W—n. 


Enough of Scribbling--wherefore ſhould I write 


God knows—T've got but very little by't ; 

But little money, and but little fame, 

For Dunny, poor deaf Dunny's ſtill my name. 
The reaſon's plain, I wrote in Freedom's cauſe, 
Riches deſpis'd, nor did I court applauſe; 


The various ſubjects which my fancy penn'd, | 
Was done for P—j—?7, and for P—j—:?'s friend 


Meaning. no ill, ſince what I wrote was true, 


The portraits, which I ſketch'd, from life I drew 


From life I drew them, and it was from thence, 
Too great a likeneſs gave too great offence ; 


Too great offence, by men, to be forgiv'n, 
Becauſe we're frail, and cannot copy heaven. 


I carch 


1s, 
oſs ; 
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I care! not I; I'll ne'er for pardon beg, 


; Whit { I can either uſe or arm or leg ; 

 Periſh myſelf, and all that's mine as ſoon, 

; E'er I will truckle to them for that boon. 

To gall them for each curſed treach'rous ſcheme, 
| Shall be my ſtudy, and my conſtant theme; 


And let them ſtorm, and rage, and threaten too, 


I care not what the D---/ they can do; 
To priſon and to racks my carcaſe ſend, 
I care not, honeſt conſcience is my friend; 


There I have peace, there I ſhall comfort find, 


arc ; 


What fignifies the body to the mind, 
Oh! did they know how I deſpiſe them all, 


'Twould add a bitterneſs to bitter gall; 
I! a dependant, needy wretch, and poor, 


Deſpiſe their venal ſouls and ill-got ſtore ; 


Deſpiſe their ſtations and their ſtiff parade, 
Which they can never honour, but degrade. 
And yet this truth I'll to the world relate, 
Tis not the men, but meaſures which I hate; ; 
For hatred never yet dwelt in my breaſt, 

To what hath life, ſuch thoughts I do deteſt ; 
An owl, an 4, a pig, a dog, or cat, 
May move my anger, but not move my hate. 


But when I ſee Corruption's venom ſtrike 


Into our very vitals, giant-like, 

Stride o'er the bounds and fences of the laws, 

And, right or wrong, reſolve to gain her cauſe; 
EC 2 Trample 
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Trample upon our rights, eſtabliſh'd long, 
Do it becauſe ſhe's power to do wrong ; 
Revenge, and groſs inſult, add to her pride, 
And reaſon, ſenſe, and honour, all deride. 
When this I ſee—and ſeen it too I have, 
I muſt have been an abject wretched ſlave, 
To fit down tamely, no reſentment ſhew, 
Nor bring ſuch d-mn-d deeds to publick view. 
I was not made of ſuch inſipid ſtuff, 

Againſt ſuch villainy my heart 1s proof ; 
My ſpirits took th' alarm, were quickly fir'd, 
Plain truth and honeſty my pen inſpir'd ; 
And tho' their deeds were dark as fable night, 
Unerring truth hath brought them all to light ; 
To light they're brought, in proper colours drawn, 
From Pigmy Shallow-pate, to Giant Brawn. | 

Oh! curſed gold, promoter of all harms, 
From whencedoſt thouderiveſuch pow'rful charms? 
To change men's hearts, and form them all anew, 
And ev'ry noble ſentiment ſubdue. 

If thou could'ſt purchaſe that great bleſſing, health, 
Happy the man who boaſts ſuperior wealth. 
Could'ſt thou relief from pain and ſickneſs buy, 
The rich would live, and only poor men die. 
Or could'ſt thou purchaſe character and fame, 
Rich men would live in glory poor in ſhame. 
But health can ne'er be gain'd by paltry gold, 
Nor fame, nor character, be bought or ſold, 


Kind 


A ſet of ſervile flatt'rers, ſun-ſhine friends; 
| Cringing dependants, filthy lick-ſhoe ſlaves, 


* 
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N pigmy muſhroom quite forgets himſelf; 
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Kind heav'n hath ſet a ſtronger bar between | 
Its own good gifts and earth's dull golden mean, 
To ballance riches, mighty plagues attend, 
And heart-felt fighs, from high-born boſoms rend; 
While the poor lab'ring honeſt man's content, 


And bleſſes Providence for what ſhe ſent; 


Nor at her juſt decrees dares he repine, 


Knowing the hand that orders is divine; 

But ſmiles within his ſhed, and fleeps in peace, 

Nor grudges beds of down, and want of eaſe. 
What are the gifts, which plenitude attends, 


[ 


By turns bu, curs'd pandours, or d--n'd knaves ? | 


Like flies, which buz abgut ſtale ſtinking meat, 


And then depart, when there's no more to eat; 
Your riches gone, your power fades and dies, 
Too late you'll find ſuch cringing &#naves, ſuch flies. 


Some men there are whoſe origin's unknown, 


On whom Dame Fortune never caſt a frown ; 


But ſmiles upon them with a conſtant blaze, 
And ſheds her favours in uncommon ways ; 


Who riſe upon the world as't were by ſtealth, 
In vaſt poſſeſſions and unbounded wealth. 


Proud and intoxicated with his pelf, 


Forgets the dunghill whence at firſt he roſe, 
And treats all humbler mortals as his foes ; 
"Thinks 
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Thinks riches give him eyes, ears, mouth, and Fongue, 
And make him great, good, wiſo, and bold, and ftrong. 
| Hah, ha, ha, hah ! O, I could ſplit my fide, 

| With laughing at ſuch d-mn'd miſtaken pride. 

If there are wretches who can thus diſgrace, 

| And brand the dignity of human race? 
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j To trace them out ſhall be my utmoſt care, 
And ſhew them what they were, and what they are; 
| Their riſe, their progreſs, and their preſent ſtate, 


| Shall be recorded in the Book of Fate ; 


x There, like a Mirrour, ſhall their deeds be ſhewn, 

1 And ev'ry vice ſhall to the world be known. 
Who would the face of villainy unmaſk, 

4 Will find the ſubject bad, and hard the taſk ; 


So many wes the cunning foxes have, 


5 | He muſt ſearch deep, as if he'd ſearch the grave. 
et, ſpite of all their iy tricks and pride, 


Pu range oer mountains, and o'er ſeas T'll ride; 1 


III follow them to India's diſtant ſhores, 
Where gold's the god that villainy adores ; 
Let them to lands, as yet unknown, repair, 
Before they're ſettled, they ſhall find me there ; 
Where'er they touch at, or where'er they dwell, 
Il courſe them to the very brink of H—//-_ 
No ſcreen ſhall hide them, tis in vain they fly, 
From /atyr's keen and penetrating eye. 

Before the world, when I thoſe lines diſplay, 
The ſnarling critics will be apt to ſay, 


Why, 


M Fr. 


Why, where the d—l was he born, or bred, 

W hat learning hath he got within his head ? 

Hath he to languages the leaſt pretence, 

Knows he High Dutch, the Spaniſh or the F cull 

Can he with Homer talk in lofty Greet, 

Or, with majeſtic Virgil, Latin ſpeak ; 

Knows he the beauties of each claſic page, 

Or, dares he with Logicians engage? 

My anſwer's ſhort ; I none of theſe can boaſt, 

Since in grammatic education crolt ; 

I'm deaf and poor—a Tor/or is my trade, 

My motto tells you—lT was born, not made. 

If in a hundred one applauds my mule, 

T care not if full ninety-nine refuſe. 

What are the mu/es to a man like me, 

What's Clio, Thahs, or Melpomene? 

I know no more than ſurly Baruch's aſſes, 

About the Helicon, or Mount Parnaſjus ; 

Inſpiring ſprings or fountains of old fame, 

Our own Saint Ives will ſerve me full the fame 

The market conduit, or Tanſhel/-well, 

With me, do ancient heathen ſprings excel]. 
Volumes on volumes, e' er ſince I could ji} dell, | 

I've read in numbers more than I can tell; 

Voyages, travels, hiſt'ries, novels, tales, 

Plays, poems, ſonnets, and ſweet madrigals; ; 

Few books have ſcap'd me that could entertain, 

T've got a library within my brain. 

5 Immor| 


10 
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| Immortal Hudibraſs firſt caught my eyes, 
And Prior, Pope, Gay, Swift, I dearly prize; 

| FThe ſublime Milton ever was my taſte, 

[ Und Churchill is my fav'rite, now the laſt. 

1 ret, what I read or write I ſeldom ſtudy, 

With maggots of my own my head is muddy; 

4} Give me a ſubject, leave me to my time, 
When fancy leads T'1l turn it into rhime; 

A month, a week, a day—perhaps an hour, 

| nſpires my genius, gives my numbers pow'r ; 

[| Zompulfion damps my thoughts and curbs my flight, 
1 \nd blinds my genius like the ſable night ; 

i zut, left to Nature, then my ſpirits riſe, 

| | \nd range, without control, thro” air and ſkies ; 
| | No prayers, no threats, no bribes can ever do it, 
vy Nature only Dunny proves the Poet. 

EC | My greateſt pleaſure and my ſole delight, 

| \t leiſure hours, is to read or write ; 

C ut writing chiefly doth that time employ, 
In that alone I place my greateſt joy. 

| [| Vhat vain and fruitleſs wiſhes have I made, 

| "hat writing (I fo love) had been my trade; 
ome merchant's clerk, or writer to the bank, 
come great man's fleward; or of lower rank, 
auer“ clerk, or uſher to a ſchool, 

l Ir any thing but a poor ſcrape-beard tool. 
I Fortune, partial Fortune; but forbear, 
1 not repine nor think my lot ſevere; 


| What 
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What Providence ordains is for the beſt, 

The thoughts of that ſhall lull my mind to reſt; 

I'll bleſs her friendly hand for what ſhe ſent, 

And with my ſtation learn to be content. 
Enough of Se/f—we'll turn to other things, 

And tell how beggars riſe to petty Kings; 


How from the very meaneſt abject ſtate, 


They princely fortunes did accumulate; 
Tho' ſhould ſtrict juſtice ballance all their deeds, 


As due to law, 'twould ſeize their forfeit heads. 


Behold this bunter's brat of Drury-Lune, 
Or Broad St. Giles's louſy ragged train, 
On dunghills craddled, and with ſpirit'us pap 
Of brandy- bottle, dandled on the lap 
Of frowzy cinder-wench, or Brickduſt Moll, 
Who daily drunk, thro' Janes and alleys ſtroll. 
At length the ſturdy baſtard's grown too large, 
Hugging and keeping are too great a charge. 
Bare-legg'd he trudges, where he rid before, 
Or dropp'd by ſome kind hoſpitable door : 
The frumpet, nature's yearnings doth forget, 


And leaves her ſqualling mp, without regret. 


Humanity recoils to ſee him left, 
Deſtitute, helpleſs, and of all bereft ; 
The charitable breaſt, with mercy fraught, 


| By reaſon urg'd, and by religion taught ; 


With eyes of pity viewing his diſtreſs, 
Scarce can the riſing ſigh or tear repreſs ; 
'D-- The 
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The friendly hand was ſtretched out with ſpeed, 
And paſſing ſtrangers bleſt him for the deed. 
With ſmiles the boy within his door he led, 
Commanded he ſhould be well cloth'd and fed ; 


Be treated kindly, and brought up with care, 
As tho' he had adopted him his heir. | 
With ſuch encouragement he thrives apace, J 
And blooming health ſmiles in his ruddy face; . [ 
No, wonder, then (ſo changed was his lot) | \ 
He, in his turn, all #/2/ ties forgot. ( 
Now thrice five years had paſt ſince breath he drew I 

In Drury's Precincts, mongſt the ragged crew; 
Plump with ſufficiency his heart was glad, 55 
He fed and grew a ſturdy raw-bon'd lad: | I 
His limbs athletic, brawny was his back, | T 
His name — no matter call him D—k or Ik 9 
Paſs over all the frolicks of his youth, ö : 
I 


As trifling things, and ſtick to ſolid truth. 
Vet many ſymptoms, ſhrewd ones too, he gave, 
That if he liv'd he'd prove an arrant knave. 


O, he'd a fly, an hypocritic look, | 8 
That's oft for zealous honeſty miſtook ; — 86 
Could be demure like the domeſtic cat, F 
When watching for a mouſeling or a rat. 3 
In outward form, a faint he could appear, FT. 
But, inwardly, the D- -I reigned there ; j P 
For when amongſt companions whom he knew, | 1 


He was a buck, a blood, o'th' right true blue. 
| His | 
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His patron only made him ſtand in fear, 4 

Self- int'reſt was the ruling paſſion there; 1 | 

Self- int'reſt made him cringe, fawn, flatter, He, * 

To purchaſe favour from his maſter's eye. 1 

His maſter, worthy, humane, gen'rous, kind, if 

To actions of benevolence inclin'd, 0 
Knowing no guile himſelf, could ne'er believe, 1 
Where gratitude was due, he could deceive ; {i 
But thought him an addition to his gains, 0 
Whoſe growing merit would reward his pains. | 
O, pity! ſuch fond hopes ſhould blaſted be, 
o | By a return of hell-curs'd villainy. _ l; 
. He was a wid' wer with an only child, i 
A lovely daughter, dutiful and mild; . 
In perſon charming, but in mind much more, 0 


For ev'ry virtue ſhe poſſeſt in ſtore; 
She was to him in place of every want, [grant ; 
That earth could wiſh, or that high heav'n could 
His mind's ſoft ſolace, balming every care, 
His fondeſt hopes, were center'd all in her. 
Could it be thought, then, that a wretch ſo baſe, 
Should ſpring up from amongſt the human race; 
So d—n'd forgetful of each good obtain'd, 
From whom he almoſt his exiſtence gain'd ? 
Is't poſſible, I ſay, the wretch ſhould riſe, 
Againſt his dacling—and with luſtful eyes, 
Look on her like a rav' nous bird of prey, 
That would her blooming innocence betray ? 
D2: Too 
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Too true! the villain did attempt the deed, 
But Providence forbade it ſhould ſucceed; 
Her interpoſing hand, ſweet lovely maid, 
Fruſtrated all the helliſh ſchemes he laid. 
He took the time when every foul was gone, 

Save him and thee, and thou wer't left alone ; 
Then impudently ruſh'd into thy room, 
His eyes all fiery, and his face all gloom ; 
Amaz'd to ſee him ſhew ſo much neglect, 
Who heretofore did treat thee with reſpect ; 

Thy int'rogation nat'rally did riſe, 

How he came there to give thee ſuch ſurprize. 
Daſh'd were his looks—but luſt too high did reign, 
Boil'd with tumultuous rage in ev'ry vein ; 
Incapable to ſpeak—but with his eyes, 
Which told thee plain what he could not diſguiſe; 
He ruſh'd upon thee, graſp'd thy ſpotleſs charms, 
And bore thee ſcreaming, trembling, in his arms. 

«© When heaven makes ſweet innocence its care, 

« Let no diſtreſs of her kind help deſpair ; 

c The {lighteſt trifles ſerve her for a ſhield, 

« And flraws are bolts of thunder if ſhe wield.” 
i Thy lapdag was (by heaven's kind decree) 
Io prove the only means of faving thee. 


Hearing thy ſcreams, ſeeing how thou wer't ſeiz' d, | 


Who never ſaw thee otherwiſe than pleas'd, 
Fir'd with rage, he on a ſudden flew, 
A And 67 the villain juſt above the ſhoe : 


 Keenly 
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Keenly he bit, and pierc'd the very bone, 
The villain quits thee with a diſmal groan ; 
Looks for his foe—his little foe was tled, 
Securely ſhelter d underneath thy bed. 
Preſence of mind—and being thus ſet free, 
From his curs'd gripe, and ſuch jeopardy, 
In ſwiftneſs added wings unto thy feet, 
Till thou ſecured a more ſafe retreat. | 
Frantic with diſappointment, rage, and pain, 
Again he ſought thee, but he ſought in vain; 
Deſperate grown—his coward heart beat high, 
The time was precious—he prepar'd to fly; 
From firſt to laſt—ſtill mindful of himſelf, 
And knowing where his maſter laid his pelf, 
Sudden he flew—broke all the bars and locks, 
And rummag'd the contents of his ſtrong box. 
As ſuddenly he bore away the prize, 
To ſhun the dread of penetrating eyes ; 
Tis not material to the main deſign, 
What ſums he took, how much he did purloin ; 
Let it ſuffice—in haſte he did the deed, 
And took enough to d—n him for his ſpeed. 
With horror fill'd—eager he took his way, 
Long'd for the night, and curs'd the ſight of day; 
Thus guilty ſouls think darkneſs will conceal 
« Their villainy—which day-light would reveal.” 
From place to place he wander'd, took no reſt, 


Gold in his pocket, horns within his breaſt ; 
His 
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His breaſt, where peace could never harbour more, 
And bent his ſteps to Britain ſea-girt ſhore. 
Weary of land, he ventures on the ſeas, 
To try if «winds and waves could give him eaſe; 
Vain are his hopes—they cannot give him reſt, 
Keen Conſcience, vulture-lie, preys on his breaſt. 
The veſel where the villain took his poſt, 
Was bound to Eaftern India's diſtant coaſt : 
Great ſtorms he met with, and great dangers paſt, 
Yet ſafely reach'd the /arn-6urnt coaſt at laſt. 
« The truth of ancient proverbs muſt be own'd, 
« He that is born to hang, will ne'er be drown'd.” 
With impudence conſummate largely bleſt, 
Hypocriſy and haughty pride poſſeſt; 
With fapient tongue, and flatt'ry's oily guile, | 
Tears, feign'd like alligators of the Nile; | 
With talents ſuch as thoſe, he made his court 
To his ſuperiors at the deſtin'd port. fe. | 
The various bars to greatneſs ſhould I tell, 
That he ſurmounted—ywould a volume ſwell. 
In ev'ry act, diſgraceful to mankind, 
No promiſes, nor ſacred oaths could bind 
His ſelfiſh ſoul—for ſelf ſtill rul'd the roaſt, 
And in his breaſt was ever uppermoſt. 
He loſt no time but hoarded riches faſt, 
And roſe to greatneſs with prodigious haſte 
Upon his d—mn'd avarice, Fortune ſmil'd, 


He ſoon, like others, was a Nabob ſtil'd. 
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But, O1 my pen, thy powers here muſt fail, 
No language can relate the horrid tale; 


What fields of carnage, and what ſcenes of woe, 


For curſed gold! theſe wretches waded through. 
No age, nor ſex, nor rank, could e' er withitand, 
When voted victims to each murd'ring hand; 


No prayers nor tears—had power to aſſuage, 


(When gold was to be got) their bloody rage; 
And Kings and Princes were but common mould, 
And murder'd, like their ſubjects, for their gold: 


Like herds of cattle, drove from place to place, 


Treated like outcaſts of the human race; 

Poor wretches ! for your ſakes my heart-ſtrings 
crack, 

To think you ſhould be flaves—becauſe yau're 
black. 

With plunder full, with rapine tir'd at length, 
His mind ſore gall'd, exhauſted in his ſtrength; 
The thoughts of Britain now corrode his breaſt, 


And native ſcenes his ev'ry wiſh poſſeſt. 


He now prepares to leave the land of flaves, 
And truſts his ill-got gold to winds and waves ; 
Like harbingers he ſends his wealth before, 

At length embarks himſelf for Britain's ſhore ; 
Yet ſtill the faithful monitor within, 

Before his eyes diſplays his former fin ; 
Conſcience, like gnawing vultures, doth deſtroy + 
His hopes of eaſe—embitters every joy. 
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To ſcreen his failings, and to hide his ſhame, 
He takes upon himſelf another name ; 


Nor fears to meet his former patron's view, 


For time and climate both have chang'd his hue. 
Still fortune favours him with all her ſmiles, 
And wafts his veſſel near the Tripple Iſles: 


To Thames's ample mouth ſhe ſteers her way, 


The ſeas are willing, and the winds obey ; 


Now joy, and grief, and hope, and fear, by turns, 
Alternately within his boſom burns; 


Lended at length, ſecure from watry harms, 


His fortune-favour'd ſoul is up in arms; 
He ſtruts along, with ſcornful pride, erect, 


And looks that all he meets ſhould ſhew reſpect ; 


Forgets his journey o'er the briny waves, 
And thinks he's yet within the land of ſlaves. 


But carmen paſs him, porters take the wall, 
And chairmen rudely puſh him ere they call ; 


His pride falls more the more he doth advance, 
He ſhrinks within his inſignificance ; 
In vain he frowns, in vain attempts to talk, 


Obſtructions frequent meet him in his walk 


His walk obſtructed, pride doth-him reproach, 

In ſpite of avarice he calls a coach : 

Bids Jehu drive to L—-d—n—Il's broad ftreet, 

Where brother Nabobs and Directors meet; 

There finds his ill-got ſtore is ſafe arriv'd, 

And i in ſtrong cofters, like to bees well hiv'd. 
Conſents 
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Conſents to place it in the common fund, 1 
Improve th' intereſt by an India bond; 

Th' int'reſt full eg? thouſand pounds a year, 
The principal #wo hundred thouſand clear. 
His money-matters ſettled to his mind, 

To purchaſe an eſtate he was inclin'd ; 

Pride over avarice bore potent ſway, 

Tho' oft, by turns, they rul'd him day for day; 
His Agents now were bufily employ'd, 


To find out Mamſions of poſſeſſors void; 


Advertiſements were read with ſtudious care, 

Each article was canvaſs'd that was rare; 

Numbers were found, in ev'ry part inſpected, 

All wanted ſomething, therefore were rejected; 

That ſomething -O, ambition makes me ſmile, 

That ſomething wanting baffled all their toil. 

Tho' grand the Manſion, ſituated well, 

Wherein the richeſt Nobleman might dwell, 

Unleſs by ſome great Peer before poſſeſt, 

It would not ſuit this Upftiart Indian gueſt. 

To have th' intelligence i'th' News appear, 

That Mr. * ** K, on ſuch a day o'th' ycar, 

Purchas'd, for ſuch a ſum, the country ſeat, 

—, and bought the whole eſtate: 

Thus on the wings of mighty fame to ride, 

Oh ! it was high—and tickled all his pride : 

Nor fear'd he now but honours would accrue, 

And power, darling power, follow too. 
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„ To make his triumph over all complete, 


| | By dint of money he procur'd a ſeat 8 
1 T'th* Brityh Senate. Still not ſatisfy'd, = 
| Another ſtretch of power muſt be try'd; 
Again his Agents are diſpers'd about, - 
Some d—mn'd corrupted Borough to find out. 7 
Long fought they not ere ſuch a place was found A 
Where venal K— in numbers did abound ; 17 
His terms were mention'd, and they ſoon agreed, | 7 
And Britiſh liberty was doom'd to bleed; | A 
| Tho' ev'ry juſt, and honeſt means were try'd, 3 In 
| By Freedom's ſons that Freedom's friends could guide; A, 


| Vain were their efforts, d—mn'd corrupting geld, 
F Firſt bought their /reedom, then their freedom fold. | 
1 yet think not peace can dwell within the breaſt 
Z Of ſuch a wretch, who grudges others reſt ; f 
| Tho' he, with ſmiles of joy, may deck his face, ; 
_ | "Tis like a worn- out coat bedaub'd with Jace ; | 
© | Like Sodom's apples, fair i'th' outward ſkin, 
| But full of duft and roftenneſs within. 
Freedom's a friend within ſupports her cauſe ; | 
The never-dying worm of conſcience gnaws | 
His heart-ſtrings, harrows up his ſoul with fears, 
Blaſts all his joy, however he appears. 
This Mirrour, too, will ſhew each courſe of evil, 


And boldly tell him truth, and ſhame the Devil. 


Thou 
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Thou, Gracious Power, who knows my ev'ry 


thought, 


Who granteth mercy when tis humbly ſought ; 

Shower thy bleſſings on the choſen few, 

Who, uncorrupt, did venal bribes eſchew ; 

Who in their days of ſuff ring look'd to thee, 
| That did'ſt ordain thy creatures ſhould be free ; 

. And tho' a-while thy vengeful hand is ſtay'd, 


In pity to the wretches, who betray'd 


|  'Their fellow creatures to the ſtate of ſlaves, 
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Thou 


And ſent grey hairs with ſorrow to their graves; 
In thy good time let us ſee better days, 
And turn their hardened hearts from evil ways. 


J pray for others, yet too well I know, 


1d. How much I to thy tender mercies owe; 
; And own, O God! a ſinner great I am, 
Vet bleſs thy Providence, I'm not a ſham. 
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OO in the papers valu'd moſt, 
The London or the Gern'ral-Poſ, 

Or in the Public Advertiſer, 

You'll find each day the world grow wiſer. 
Mankind are ever on the watch, 

| New things to find, or new to catch; 
And ev'ry day almoſt produces, 
Uncommon things for various uſes 

The mind extends its comprehenſion, 

In ſearch of ev'ry new invention, 
Dilates, contracts, again enlarges, 

Juſt as ſhifting ideas charges ; 

Miriads of which (in fancy's beams,) 
Appear before his eyes like dreams ; 
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Now this thing and now that approves, 


| Now this he hates now that he loves. 
The Magic Lanthorn of his brain, 


One certain object can't contain; 
Crude are his thoughts, his judgment crude, 
Quite indigeſted all and rude. 

Study, at length, and application, 


From things confus'd draws out formation; 


His wand'ring ideas connected, | 
Produces ſomething quite perfected; 
His doubts all vaniſh and his fears, 


\ 


And lo! the new-made thing appears. 


What cannot art of man find out ? 
Aſtrologers no longer doubt 
The Longitude, as yet unknown, 
Will to the world be quickly ſhown. 
Each ign'rant Dunce will have a notion, 
How to conſtruct Perpet al Motion; 
Nay, (zookers, I'll not baulk the matter) 
May find out ways to walk o'th' water ; 
May learn, like Wilkins Glums, to fly 
As birds, betwixt the air and ſky. 
May, like an herring or a mullet, 
Skim thro' the waters ſwift as bullet; 
Dive to the bottom of the deep, 
And yet his breath and ſenſes keep. 
Or, find the way to travel ſoon, 
Like old Gonſales, to the moon. 
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Their intellects, their ideas ſtrong, 


Eſpecially their penetration, CER 


— SE © 1K 


But hark ye, Mr. Poetaſter, 
Pegaſus ſtop, he runs too faſt, Sir; 


1 own to Man your praiſe is due, 


But Women are deſerving too: 
As bright their thoughts, as quick their parts, 
As tho' they ſtudy'd all the arts. 


As can in Men be found among; 


In finding out the neweſt faſhion ; 
They've greater wit, and greater ſpirits, 
By much, than any Man inherits ; 
And was their ſtrength of body equal, 
They'd treat Mankind as boys do treacle. 


But to their power there's the bar, 


We beat them in athletics far ; 

But when they new inventions handle, 
To them, Man ſcarce can hold a candle: 
This I will prove as true as creed, 


To all that do my ſtory read. | 
« Let me not, Muſes, find reſiſtance; 
But to my numbers give aſſiſtance, 


« Aid me throughout my merry ſong.” 


A Miller's Man both thick and ſtrong, 


(And ſtrength is in that trade requir'd, 
A weakly Miller's ſeldom hir'd.) 


This Man, I ſay, did work i'th' Mill, 


Which ſtands above Mount Lofty Hill. 
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His Maſter had a buxom Maid, 
Who many comic pranks had play'd ; 
Merry the was and glibe of tongue, 
And well could fing the ſprightly ſong. 
Gay laughter, with a wanton grace, 
In dimples over-ſpread her face ; 
Archneſs did in her eyes appear, 
And un in high degree was there. 
It ſeem'd as if her ev'ry feature, 
Did tell the world, Here dwells good-nature ; 
And fo it did—So Will did find it, 
Tho' other people would not mind it. 
As they were ſitting once together, 
By th' fire-ſide in wintry weather, 

Amongſt ſome other talk that paſt, 
Billy bethought himſelf at laſt; 
days he- (and could not not help from grinning) 
Dear Sall, Ive bought fix yards of linen; 
Doſt thou believe ſix yards will do, 
To make a ſbir.— I mean make two. 
Sall anſwer' d (with an half- cock d leer) 
Six yards! ſtay let me ſee—l fear 
Will be too ſcanty for thy back, 
Thou'rt broad about like a meal-ſack : 
"Twill take at leaſt, Tm very ſure, 
To make them fit, a full yard more. 
Oh! as for that, quoth Will again, 
I'll buy another yard, or twain ; 
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I do not matter buying ſtuff, 
For I would have them big enough : 


hut Sal, I'll tell thee—T've a mind, i 

! To buy a little ſtuff to bind he 

A muzlin lawn—] know not what | 
| The duce they call it—ne'er mind that ; 0 j 

. I'd have it ſet ſomewhere about it, | 

N For now few ſhirts are made without it; | 

| And, prithee, ſet a bit o'th' feeve, i 

| »Twill make them neater, I believe. 

'1 Sall ſlyly heard him, and with pain 

; Scarce did the riſing laugh reſtrain ; 

But, ſmoth'ring mirth—O, Will, ſays ſhe, 


Thy notion's good T muſt agree. 
Yet tell me now, for fancy's ſake, 
Who is it, Lad, thy ſhirts muſt make. 
With downcaſt eyes, Will look'd aſcue, 
And ſeem'd to ſay—Who elſe but you. 
Sall took the hint Well, Mill, quoth ſhe, 
Bring thou the cloth, thou'ſt bought, to me; 
Thy wri/ts and neck I'll quickly meaſure, 
And make thy ſhirts to give thee pleaſure. 
Will overjoy'd he'd gain'd his point, 
Wriggled and ſhak'd his ev'ry joint ; 
O! Sall, ſays he, thou'rt very kind, 
And Til requite thee to thy mind. 
Now, Reader, ruffles down the brea/}, 
Hath been the faſhion long confeſt ; 
| : 4 7 
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And rſtles, too, ſet round the wriſt, 
Have long hid #nuckles like a mit. 
Sall, whoſe invention was not idle, 
Whoſe fertile genius nought could bridle, 
Deteſting faſhions old and ſtale, 
Reſolv'd to hit the head o'th' nazl; 
And ſomething that was new produce, 
As well for faſhion, as for uſe. 
if So after ſhe the Hirt had done, 
And nought but rf es to ſet on, 
With /e//ars, then, ſhe made a gap, 
Jjuſt in the middle o'th' fore-lap; 
Five inches long ſhe ſlit the ſhirt, 
I And juſt five inches from the ſhirt 5 
Then hemm'd it round, as neat as could be, 


And plac'd the e where it ſhould be. 
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Old Woman Baſted: 
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HE ſaying's old—yet ill * tis freſh, 
« What's bred 1'th' bone won't out o th fleſh.” 1 
There s many are unhang' d and living, 

Who're guilty of the itch of thieving ; 

And though they're rich and nothing lack, 

They can't forbear the ſtealing knack ; 

But call their own whate'er they get, 

« For all is fiſh that comes to th' net ;” 

All is their own, whate'er they pilfer, 

Whether tis butter, gold or ſilver. 

Sometimes it happens they're found out 

In theſe mean tricks they are about, 

And tho' they do it ſnug and ly, 

They're ſeen by ſome unthought-of eye; 

Who then informs—and they've their dues, 

And proper puniſhment enſues. 
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A grave Preamble's neceſſary, 
To introduce a tale that's merry. 

Old Granny Greaſe, ag'd ſixty four, 
Infirm, and likewiſe very poor, 


Liv'd in the country, near the ſeat 


Of a rich nobleman and great ; 


And us'd to go there ev'ry day, 
To do odd matters in her way, 


The Cook or Honſemaid pleas'd to ſet her, 


And, for her age, none did things better ; 
And when ſhe did her work complete, 
They gave her all the broken meat, 
Which daily ſerv'd a num'rous brood, 

Of her grand children for food ; 


Who otherwiſe had poorly far d. 


The times were grown ſo very hard. 


It happen'd on a certain day, 

That Granny, as it was her way, 

Was poking all about the larder, 

The &:tchen-marid both ſaw and heard her, 
She faw her in a woundy flutter, | 
Take up and cram a lump of butter 


I'th' bottom of her har, high crown'd, 
That might weigh juſt about two pound : 


Which, not ſuſpecting ſhe was ſeen, 
She ty'd faſt on her head again. 


This to the Cook was ſoon made known, 
Which made him ſtorm, and rage, and frown, 


O, 
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O, d—n her old dry head, quoth he, 


And yet it would moſt cruel be, 

Th' thieving old jade to expoſe, 
Deprive her of the good o'th' houſe; 
Becauſe her family at home 

May ſuffer, and to want may come; 
But I will puniſh her ſeverely, _ 
And with a trick I'll (erve her rarely 3 ; 
She ſhall, before ſhe goes away, 


| Repent what ſhe hath done to-day : 


I'll cure her thieveing, never doubt it, 


No further notice take about it. 


Old Granny ſmirking, looking ly, 


Came into th' kitchen, by and by, 


Juſt as ſhe always us'd to do, 
When ſhe'd done what they ſet her to. 


Well, my good Maſter, tell me pray, 


Have I ought more to do to-day? 
The cook then gave the maid a wink, 


No, Mother, you've done all, I think; 


Them broken victuals, take the ſame 
To carry home ; and hark ye, Dame, 
I hope it will not cauſe you ſorrow, 


To beg you'll be here foon to-morrow ; 


No, no (quoth ſhe) if well and hale, 


God bleſs you, Mafter ! Tl not fail; 


That I will come, you may ſure ; 
And now ſhe thought herſelf ſecure : 
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But ere ſhe'd gotten paſt the door, 
He call'd her back again once more ; 
Mother (ſays he) I had forgot, 

But that is oftentimes the lot 

Of people, when they're in a hurry, 
Much bus'neſs doth their ſpirits flurry ; 
Which is my caſe, good Mother—ſo 
1 Muſt beg one favour ere you go. 
| Ay, to be ſure, Sir (ſays ſhe) 

And pray what may that favour be? 
Why, Dame, you fee I am in haſte, 
So only beg that you will baſte 

This upper pit, a little while, 

And Il reward you for your toll ; 
A hearty dram this bitter day, 
I Will ſerve to drive the cold away. 
0, thank you kindly, Sir (ſays ſhe) 
| Indced you're very good to me. 
if Then down before the fire he ſet her, 
And pok'd it well, to burn the better; 
| Two buſhels of good coals lay on it, 
Enough to burn her head and bonnet ; 
l A nobler fire ne'er was burning, 
And three or four ſpits were turning; 
ll (Says he) baſte well this pit above, 
III tell you when it is enough. 

So then Old Granny went to work, 

(But look'd as grim as any Turk ;} 
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But, zounds, ſhe had not fat there long, 
Before the fire grew ſo ſtrong, 

The butter melted in her hat, 

And down her face ran ſtreams of far, 
Into her neck, and back, and belly, 

All over like a greaſy jelly. 

With handkerchief ſhe wip'd it down, 
And then was forc'd to uſe her gown, 
Becauſe her apron would not do, 
("Twas fill'd with broken meat, you know.) 
In ſhort, ſhe was fo plagu'd with butter, 
It ran like water thro' a gutter. 

The co94 and maid ſtood by the while, 
Well pleas'd, did at each other ſmile, 
To ſee their frolick take fo finely, 

And Granny baſted molt divinely. 

And fo the cook, when twas complete, 
Cries, Bleſs me, Mother, how you ſweat ! 
That's very true (quoth the O/d Trost 
Indeed this fire is very hot: 

I'm very faint, and almoſt waſted, 
Sir, don't you think enough tis baſted ? 
No (ſays the co indeed not it, 

The meat is hardly half done yet; 
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But, come, good Mother, don't be frighten'd, 


By ſweating you'll be greatly lighten'd, 
Both in your body and your blood, 
Depend upon't, twill do you good. 
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Here, Betty, come, be quick and handy, 
And fetch my Dame a little brandy ; 

That may prevent her taking harm, 

Her inſide—like her outſide warm: 

And ſo he draws a chair to th' fire, 

And down he ſets himſelf cloſe by her, 

Leſt ſhe ſhould take it in her pute, 

Put off too ſoon her high-crown'd hat ; 

And fave a little of her clover, 

Before her puniſhment was over. 

At length, when butter had well greas'd ber, 
He very kindly then releas'd her ; | 
Of brandy gave her t'other glaſs, ! 
= Open'd the door to let her paſs. 1 
If The air was ſharp, it keenly froze, 
| | | No ſooner was ſhe out o'th' houſe, 
| | And enter'd in the open air, 
i But, in 4 manner, as it were, 
1 She was tranſported very ſoon, 
Prom Torrid to the Frigid Zone: 
| And in ten minutes cover'd quite, 
With frozen butter like a ſprite ; 
In ev'ry part, from head to foot, 
That ſhe a rueful figure cut. 1 
* This puniſhment might be of ule, 25 4 
« And probably, it did conduce 

„ (By touching conſcience, inward grieving) 
* To cure her curſed itch of thieving.” 
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The Newcaſtle Rider. 


EN's minds, and likewiſe their opinions, 
YA Are various as the ſize of onions ; 
Compar'd they ſuit juſt to a tittle, 
For ſome are great and ſome are little; 
Some oblong are, and ſome are round, 
With diff rent fancies men abound. 
Some men i'th' morning, when they riſe, 

| Staring about with wond'ring eyes, 

Will tell you, it will rain by th' ſkies; 
Becauſe they're red, or black, or blue, 
They gueſs their changes by their hue; _ 
Yet, ere an hour paſſeth over, 
They other ſentiments diſcover ; 


And 
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Which long hath ſtood enroll'd in fame. 


Whoſe name, I'm told, is 7 B—h, 
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And for a certainty declare, 

The day is likely to prove fair, 

Or calm, or windy, froſt, or ſnow ; 
And yet they never truly know, 
But only for the ſake of talk, 

They others' expectations baulk. 
Some others, menial ſlaves in trade, 
By maſters or ſuperiors paid, 

Will (when they can) transform their ſhape, 
And gentlemen of faſhion ape; 

An inſtance, and a true one too, 


In my ſucceeding Tale I'll ſhew. 


There is a wealthy thriving town, 
To tradeſmen and to merchants known ; 
"Tis ſeated in Northumberland, 

And doth upon the borders ſtand ; 
Newcaſile-upon-Tyne's the name, 


As all things are ordain'd by fate, 
There liv'd within this town of late, 
(Of late ſaid I !—I muſt forget, 

I do believe he lives there yet ;) 
A ſprightly enterprizing youth, 


He really was a gallant ſpark, 
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And to one Squire C= clerk ; 
His rider too, from town to town, 
To tranſact bus'neſs up and down. 
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In certain neceſſaries needful, 


For credit and his maſter's ſake. 


The NEWSASsTLE RIDER. 5 5 


Theſe riders are well known for ſmarts, 
And chiefly pitch'd on for their parts ; 
As health and ſenſe enough (though young) 


| And volubility of tongue. 
| To talk on trade with diff'rent men, 


Likewiſe a quick command of pen; 

And of thoſe qualities ſo rare, 

Our Joſephb had ſufficient ſhare, 

And ev'ry one of thoſe could do, 

Could talk with men and—women too. 
The time at length again comes on, 

When our friend Jo/eph mult be gone, 

And take his old halt-yearly round, 

Where trade and money may be found ; 

His maſter's correſpondents viſit, 

And orders freſh from them ſolicit; 

Yet was reſoly' d before he went, 

A little money ſhould be ſpent, 


Which ſhews that Joſeph was grown heedful ; 
That he might good appearance make, 


What things they were we have forgot, 
And truly, firs, it matters not, | 
We only know of one, and that 
Was a new jemmy gold-lac'd hat; 
But Fo/eph would not have this known, | 


And ſo he travell'd out of town 


Some way, before he put it on. 
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But when he'd gotten far enough, 
To fear no jeering friend's reproof, 
He gave his nag a gentle ſwitch, 
And threw his old hat in a ditch; 
Then from his great-coat lining drew, 
His gold-lac'd nab to publick view ; 
And as he rode along at leiſure, 
He view'd it o'er and o'er with pleaſure ; 
Then fiercely clapp'd it on his head, 
And look'd a deal worſe taught than fed. 
Now let days, weeks, and months paſs over, 
That better ſcenes we may diſcover, 
And to the very criſis come, 
By bringing Jeſeph nearer home: 
From Leeds, about noon time of day, 
To Knareſbro, Joſeph bent his way; 
But travelling ſlowly, it was late, 
When he arriv'd at Harrowgate ; ” 
So thought he would ſtay there that night, 
And at the Queer's-Head did alight ; 
Order'd his horſe both corn and hay, 
And to the kitchen bent his way, 
And took upon himſelf ſome ſtate, 
Whilſt landlord did his orders Wait. 
% A room above —here, quickly ſhow ; 
« J hate theſe dampy rooms below; 
And let me have my ſupper ſoon, 
« Be ſure that it be neatly done. . 
e « Wha 


ha 


A couple? yes, and fat ones too, 
«© Set them directly to the fire.” 


And roll de roll did roaring ſing, 
Which made the very houſe to ring. 


Her noſe receiv'd a grateful ſcent, 
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«© What can I have?“ —Sir, what you pleaſe. 
«© Then hark ye—get me Ducks and Peaſe. 


% Or elſe by G—d they will not do : 
And let a peck of peaſe be boil'd, 
«© Or otherwiſe my ſupper's fpoil'd ; 


Sir,—all ſhall be as you defire. 
When Toſeph in the room advanc'd, 
He capriol'd about and danc'd, 


A Chariot to the door did come, | 
Which made the Landlord leave the room 
To ope' the door; from whence there came, 
A Gentleman and lovely Dame. 35 
The Gentleman within the houſe, 

Directly handed then his ſpouſe ; 

Along the paſſage as they went, 


More grateful than the beſt perfume ; 
So when they came into the room, 
The Lady to the Landlord ſaid, 
I with ſome ſupper could be had, 
And pray ye, let me have it ſoon, 
J have not broke my fait fince noon; _ 
The ſmell that from your kitchen comes, 
Hath caus'd a watering in my gums; 
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Pray what is roaſting at your fire? 
Some ſuch a thing I ſhould defire ; 
It muſt be gooſe or duck I ſmell, 

And either would content me well. 


Madam you're right (the Landlord ſaid) 


Two ducks before the fire are laid, 


And peaſe are boiling on the fire, 
Both which a Ge'man did deſire 


Should be got ready for his ſupper, 


Who's in a room we call an upper ; 


For there indeed he would be ſhewn. 


What, is the Gentleman alone : 


Ves, Madam, he came ſingle here, 


And is a merry man I'll ſwear; | 
He ſtruts about, and laughs and talks, 
Sings and roll loll ders as he walks; 


And was you, Madam, ſomething near him, 


I'm very certain you might hear him. 


O!] Landlord, -as to that ne'er mind, 


For other bus'neſs I'm inclin'd ; 


Pray go you with our ſervice to him, 


And tho', perhaps, we do not know him; 


Tell him two ſtrangers juſt alighted, 
Like other travellers be-nighted, 


Send him their compliments by you, 
And will themſelves the honour do, 
Of his good ſupper to partake, 

For company and friendſhip's fake. 
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Up ſtairs away the Landlord went, 
And to the ground his body bent ; 
Sir, I'm afraid I do intrude, 

But hope you will not think me rude ; 
A Gentleman and Lady fair, 

Who are but juſt arrived here, 

By me, Sir, in a civil way, 

Their compliments unto you pay, 
And humbly hope you'll be fo Eind, 
To let their company be join'd 

To yours, good Sir; and if you pleaſe, 


They'll fup upon your Ducks and D 


How! join with me, Sir, do you ſay, 


No, no ſuch thing ;—ſo go your Way: 


I am not ſuch a fimple elf, 

] order'd ſupper for myſelf; 

And what I call for, I ſhall pay for, 
So get you gone, what do you ſtay for. 
This he concluded with a frown ; 


| Away the Landlord trundled dow, 
And Jeſeph's anſwer did declare, 


Which made them at each other ſtare 


. With equal wonder, who the devil, 


Could ſend an anſwer ſo uncivil, 
To their requeſt ſo complaiſant, 


He mult both ſenſe and manners want; 


A Gentleman he cannot be, 
That doth not know civility. 
02.2 
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The Gentleman was vext, and ſwore 
He ne' er was ſerved ſo before; 

As to himſelf he did not mind, 

But to his wife it was unkind ; 

He thought he might a little ſpare, 
And yet enough fall to his ſhare. 

I think my wife is much abus'd, 

As Ladies ſeldom are refus'd ; 4 5 1 
I value not his Ducks and Peaſe, 9 8 b 
For I can ſup on bread and cheeſę; . 
So pray ye, Landlord, go again, 
(Altho' to ſend you gives me pain) 
And tell him I ſhall ſup below, 

But beg ſome favour he will ſhow, 
Accept the company of my bride ; 

The Ladies ſhould not be deny'd. 
Accordingly the Landlord went, 
Told him the meſſage that was ſent, 
And hop'd his anſwer would be mild, 
Perhaps the Lady was with child, 
And had a longing in her crupper, 

F or what he'd order'd for his ſupper. 
At this he turned bluff and blunt, 

D' ye mean (ſays he) to give affront ; 
D—2 ye, be gone, and ſtay no more, 
You ſcurvy, curſt Son of a Whore, 
Or elſe III kick you out of door; 
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Was ſhe the Queen, you ſtupid clod, 
She ſhould not ſup with me by G—d. 
Away the Landlord came again, 
And tho' he knew 'twould give them pain, 
His anſwer he before them laid, 
And told them what Lord Foſeph ſaid. 
This made them wonder more and more, 
1 And vext them worſe than all before. 
Pray Landlord, tell me (if you can) 
What kind of perſon is this man? 
Why, Sir, as ſure as you ſtand there, 
A Gentleman he doth appear; 
A jolly-looking man, not fat; 
Well dreſt, and wears a gold-lac'd hat. 
Why, what you ſay doth me ſurprize, 
And I could wiſh with my own eyes, 
To ſee this man this very night, 
But privately, and out of ſight. 
Then, Sir, ſtep but up ſtairs with me, 
And T'll contrive to let you ſee. 
Up ſtairs they went, and ſaid no more, 
The Landlord open ſet the door, 

To lay the cloth, and ſpread it ſmooth, 
The more to honour Squire B——h. 

The table near the fire drew, 
The gentleman did Fo/eph view, 
Who, ſtrutting, toll de roll'd away, 

Vas | Becauſe he'd nought to do or ſay. 
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Goes. Reader, gueſs the great ſurprize, 
That fill'd good Squire C—t—-'s eyes, 
When this ſame roll de rolling ſpark, 

He found was Fo/eph, his own clerk. 

In ſtraight he ruſh'd, and like a ſprite, 

He put poor Fo/eph in a fright ; 

Of went his hat beneath the bed, 

His face grew pale, his mirth was fled. 

Come, Foſeph, come, you're right (ſays he) 

To uphold my houſe's dignity ; 

I'm not difpleas'd at what you've done, 

It is a noble piece of fun. _ 

I own, indeed, you did me vex, 

To hear you treat the other ſex, 

With ſuch ill manners, and refuſe 

That company, which all would chuſe. 
Apologies you need not make, 

I hope we now ſhall both partake 

Of this good ſupper you've beſpoke, 

And that alone will crown the joke. 

What ſay you ?—Ye--s, Sir, if you pleaſe, 

You muſt have all the Ducks and Peaſe. 

No, Fo/eph, no, Ido declare, 

You ſhall fit down and have your ſhare, 

Since you the ſupper did provide, | 

'Tis proper you ſhould ſtuff your hide. 

Go tell your miſtreſs to come up, 

And we three will together ſup. 


Joſeph 
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Jgſeph obey'd, and up ſhe came, 
The Landlord thought it pleaſant game; 
So down he went, and told the ſtory, 
Not over much to Joſeph's glory. 
The waiters laugh'd to find it fo, 


For Toll de roll was now plain Joe. 


„ Thus for to grace dramatic ſtory, 
« Stage-hero ſtruts in borrow'd glory; 
“ Proud and auguſt, as ever man ſaw, 


Then ends his empire in a ſtanza.” 
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